WF,o Is It ?

WHO goes slipping by the old oak tree,
Who goes tripping with a one-two-three,
Who's been waking up the primrose pale,
Who's been shaking ev'ry wee lamb's tail ?

Who's been marching where the daffodils grow,
Who's been starching all their frills just so,
Who's that playing with the bunny over there,
Playing and straying with the wind in his hair ?

P'raps 'tis a tricksy elf, little and shy,
Or a wee pixie man, just so high.
There he goes creeping, look, on tip-tip-toe,
Who is it peeping there ?    I don't know.

Enid Blyton.
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